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THE GLEANER. 


* 
RUSTIC ‘ORATORY. 


WHEN Christina resigned the crown of Sweden to the . 
Prince Palatine, Whitelock, who was the ambassador of 
the Commonwealth of England to that court, kept a 
journal of the most remarkable occurrences. ‘ He was 
present at the Diet when she made a formal resigna- 
tion, and took notes of the speeches made upon that oc- 
casion. 

Her majesty having thanked her loving subjects for their 
affectionate behaviour to her, and expressing a hope, that 
her government had been conducive to the prosperity of 
the country, informed them of her intended resolution, 
and, at the } ‘Same time, desired their concurrence, assuring 
them, that none could dissuade her from her purpose. 

~The Archhishop of Upsal, the marshals of the nobility 
and of the burgesses, in eloquent speeches, endeavoured 1 in 
vain to turn her from her resolution. 

The maishal of the boors next made a speech in the 
name of the rest. He was “a plain lusty man, in his 
boor’s habit, with clouted sh ne, and a staff in his hand. 
He was followed by about eighty boors, members of this 
council, who had chosen him for their marshal, or 
speaker” . | 
‘ He thus addressed her majesty— 

‘'*'O Lord God? Madame, what doe you meane to doe? 
It troutiles us to heare “you speake of forsaking those that 
Jove you so well as we doe: Can you be better than you 
are? You are queen of all. these sted and if you 
leave this large kingdom, where ‘will you get uch another? 
If you should doe it (as I hope you won't for all this), both 
you and we ‘shall “have cause, When ‘it is too late, to be 
— for it. Therefore, my fellows ‘and 1 pray you to ‘think 


‘ 
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better on’t, and to keep your crown on your head; then 
you will keep your own honour and our peace; but if you 
lay it downe, in my conscience, you will endanger all. 

“ Continue in your geeres, good madame, and be the 
fore-horse as long as you live, and we will help you the 
best we can to bear your burden. 

“ Your father was an honest gentleman, and a good 
king, and very Stirting in the world; we obeyed him and 
loved him as long as he lived, and you ate his own childe, 
and have governed us very well, and we love you with all 
our hearts; and the prince is an honest gentleman, and, 
wher His‘titne comes, we shall be ready to doe our duties to 
him as we doe’ 'to- you : and, ‘therefore, I pray madame 
doe not part with us.” 

‘ When the hoore had ended’ his speech, he waddléd up 
to the queen withott any.ceremony, tooke her by the hand, 
and shaked it heartily, and kist it two or three times; then 








turning his backe to her, he pulled out of his pocket a 
fowle handkerchief, and wiped the teares from his eyes, 
and in the same posture as he came up, he returned to his 
own place again.’ 

Whitelock’s Journal of the Swedish Embassy in 1643. 


“2 


' MADEMOISELLE, CLAIRON. 


Tue fathers of the church in France having excommuni- 
cated all dramatic writers, actors, singers, dancers; &&c. 
Mademoiselle Clairon, who was at that time one of the 
most celebrated actresses, became disgusted at it, and raised 
‘a strong party of people of the best uudérstanding, in hopes 
to have so great a scandal removed. 

Much was both writ and said for the comedians, but all 
to no purpose, The priests stood firm to their text, and 
would by no means consent to give up their ancient and 


- privilege of — to * devil vhoever they 
chose, 
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Upon this the lady quitted the stage, and peremptorily 
refused to act any more, declaring it was very unreasonable 
of them to desire her to continue her profession ef an ac- 
tress, if she was to be damned for it. 

This unexpected resolution of the lady’s, threw the ma- 
nagers into the utmost confusion, What could they do? 
the houses.grew thin, and she remained obstinate; at last 
complaints were made of her behaviour at court, and ors 
ders were given to send her to the Bastille, she being an 
hired servant of the king’s, and refusing to do her duty 
when commanded. She was sent there; but after some 
time, when the players were ordered to perform before the 
king, her attendance was commanded.. She, finding that 
she could not gain the point, went. ‘While: this was going 
en, a treatise was published’ in favour of the comedians ; 
it-no sooner made its. appearance, than it was burned by 
the hangman in the Place de Greve. 

Here is popery and slavery with a witness. The king 
sends her to prison for not doing her duty, and the church 
damns her if she does it. 


A 





Voltaire, 


— — 


SOLUTION OF THE MYSTERY, “ WHO WAS THE MAN WHO 
BEHEADED CHARLES THE FIRST?” 


Grorce II. on: his return t6 “London, after the battle of 


Dettingen, could with difficulty. bear the, sight of Lord 


Stair... He could not forgive his lordship’s. reproaching him 
for the danger which threatened the English army, incase 
the king had-obstinately persisted in leaving it in the camp 
which it occupied, and where it would have been com- 
pletely defeated, if the duke de Grammont by his rashness 
had not.saved it. Lord Stair, as proud as he was skilful in 
war, having soon perceived. the king’s dislike, and being 
little disposed to. bear the shame. of a formal disgrace, was 
on the point. of returning to his estate in Scotland, when 
he received the following letter :-— 
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“ My Lerd, 

“ Your bravery is. well known: but will you have the 
courage to go, to-morrow night, to the entrance of Somer- 
set-house, where you will. meet one who,<if you dase fol- 
low bim).will conduct you to a part of the town not much 
frequented, but where you will find. one who is impatient 
to see you, and to discover secrets which are of more im- 
portance than you imagine, and which cannot be disclosed 
inaletter? If you are afraid this should be a plot on your 
purse, bring nothing valuable about you.” 








We may conceive his lordship’s surprise at reading. of 
this note. At first he took it for a trick of some secret 
enemy; or some affair of gallantry, the heroine of which 
had probably her reasons for so acting; however, he de- 
termined to go. He therefore, after providing himself with 
asword, and a brace of guod pistols, went to Somerset- 
house, and found there a man, who, without speaking, 
made him a sign to follow him; after walking for about an 
hour, they came inte a street almost empty, where the 
conductor knocked at the docr of a small old house: when 
it was opened, he said, “ Walk in, my lord.” The door, 
‘when they entered, was shut after them. 

The intrepid nobleman, holding a sword in one hand 
and a pistol in the other, went up the staircase and entered 
a room; the furniture of which seemed very ancient... 
“ Come in, my lord,” said. a faint voice, issuing from a 
bed, “ come in, you have nothing to fear: pray sit down 
ina chair near my bed, and we will converse together.”-» 
“ Very well,” said lord S.; “ but make haste, and tell me 
the reason of this odd adventure.”—“ You are hasty, my 
lord, but have patience; lay down; your arms; take that 
Seat, and come and look at me.” 

. His lordship, surprised at sueh authoritative commands, 
—— he was litte accustomed, got up, took the lamp, 
went to the bed, and remained stupified at the sight of an 
old map, pale and thin, with a long white beard, whose 
62 
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eyes were steadfastly fixed upon him. “ Look at me, my 
lord,” .said he, “I am still alive, Towe to you the only true 
pleasure I have tasted these many, many years. Have 
age and misfortunes entirely effaced the marks of one 
who is nearly related to you, ana who is delighted to find 
in you features which are most dear to him?” His lord- 
ship, still more astonished, looked at the old man, and un- 
able to account for the different emotions which agitated 
him, spoke not a word. “ Stoop,” said the old man, “and 
you will find under my bed a box which contains papers 
capable of amply repairing the losses which your family 
has suffered by the civil wars.” His lordship having 
placed the box upon the bed, sat down again upon the 
chair. 

“ Here, my lord,” said the oid man, “ here are copies of 
the sales of three of the principal seats belonging to your 
ancestors, which your great grandfather sold, or rather 
pretended to sell, during the troubles. Here are also the 
letters of the pretended buyers, by which you may imme- 
diately recover the estates on your arrival in Scotland; pre- 
cautions have been taken to prevent any disputes.” What 
was his lordship’s astonishment, when he saw three con- 
tracts of estates, which he knew formerly belonged to his 
house! “ Ah!” cried he with transport, “ Ah! who are you, 
respectable and benevolent old man! Speak, I beg of you! 
favour me with the name of so generous a benefactor, in 
whom I am so singularly interested, and whose days Hea- 
wen seems to have prolonged, that he may find in me the 
most tender and respectable of friends, and the most grate- 
ful of mea !”—“ Leave me, my dear lord,” said the old 
man in haste; “1 am too weak to beara longer conversa 
tion; leave me, I beg; take that box, and bid adieu to an 
old map, who thinks himself Jess unfortunate since he has 
had.the happiness of holding you in his arms.”—“ Ab! 
ywhoever you are,” said Lord S. “ and whatever reasons 
you may have to conceal the name of so generous @ mad, 
‘ ' is 
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can you have the cruelty to nblige him. to obey you? To 
abandon you in such a situation, without friends, without 
help, without "—<« Stop, my dear lord! it is with 
pleasure I see in you such generous sentiments; but 
know that your friend (since you think him worthy of that 
title), however unfortunate he may be in other respects, is 
free from want: therefore, if you wish to oblige me, leave 
me, my lord, instantly; nay, do more, and believe me, I 
have a right to demand it: swear to me that you will never 
come here again, nor ever search after me, unless I send 
for you.” His lordship seeing by his tone of voice that he 
would not be refused, promised to obey him ; once more 
embraced him, and then left him with tears in his eyes. 

On his return home he immediately opened the box, and 
found a great nuinber of papers which he judged would be 
of great use to him. Next morning, as he was preparing 
(notwithstanding his promise) to return to the old man, he 
was suddenly stopped by the following letter, sealed with 
his own arms, and to his extreme surprise, signed George 
Stair :-— 














“ Do not return to me, my dear lord, for you will not 
find me. If it had been only to tell you who lam, that 
is, your great grand-father, who has so long been supposed 
dead, and who justly deserved to be so, I should not have 
opposed your just desire of knowing’ your benefactor; but 
the consequences which I foresaw of so interesting a scene; 
teo much so for my weak age to bear, made me dread to va· 
tisfy your curiosity, upon circumstances, which, far from 
offering to you so dear and respectable a relation as you 
might imagine, would only have shewn to you a wretch— 
a monster.less worthy of pity than horror ! 

“ My father died a few months after my birth; my mos 
ther soon foilowed him ; I was lett to the care of an aunt, 
sister to my father,-who brought me up so tenderly, that, 
(though she was the cause of my crime) I still retain. the 
most grateful remembrance ‘of her in my heart. I was 
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scarcely seventeen, when, struck with indignation at see. 
ing my countrymen armed against their lawful sovereign, 
I formed the design of tendering to King Charles the 
offer of my fortune aud sword: but what was my astonishe 
ment, when, at disclosing my intention to my good aunt, 
I saw her trembling lift up her hands: to heaven, and 
Jook at me with a kind of horror! Surprised and af- 
flicted at the state she was in, and turning with impatience 
to know the reason, ‘ You force me then to tell you,’ cried 
she; bursting into tears; ‘ know then, the prince you are 
so desirous of serving, is the author of my shamie and of 
your father’s death. I was about fifteen, and among the 
attendants who waited on his mother, when the wretch, 
imposing on my age and credulity, by the most sacred 
eaths, contrived to seduce me—in short, I was ruined.’ 

* The perfidious prince soon after went to Spain, in hopes 
of marrying the Infanta. I should have been entirely lost, 
if your father had not come to London; to him I was 
obliged to own my misfortune, and the consequences which 
I dreaded. That dear brother, affticted even to tears, rap 
immediately to the queen, obtained permission to take me 
away, and sent nie fo ore of his seats near Edinburgh, 
where I remained till [was.perfectly recovered, Alas!’ added 
she, ‘I was doomed to see him no more, The grief 
which he conceived for my undoing, soon killed him ; and 
his worthy wife, after bringing yeu into the world, sur 
vived only a month, Such, my dear nephew, were the 
seeret and deplorable motives which induced me to that 
obscurity in which I have simee: lived, and of which you 
are alone acquainted, Judge now, my friend, if after the 
eare I have taken of your infancy, and the education I 
have procured you, say, can you devote your fortune and 
arms to the author.of so many calamities, te a barbarian 
who has carried death inte the breasts of your parents, 
and inte mine semorse?’—“Ne!’ exied L,‘ by God! 
no! the w lis aanworthy uf life, and -he shall die by 
my hand!’ To tell: you, my Jord, by what means, as re · 
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fined as dangerous, my fury against the king continually 
increasing, was at last able to fulfil my revenge and exe- 
crable oath ; to tell'you all the events, and excess of re- 
morse which soon followed my crime, would be now too 
grievous in my weak State fo relate. Be satisfied with 
knowing, that you may abhor me as much as I detest my- 
self; that the executioner of King Charles I. who appeared 
under a mask, was in fact no other than your unworthy; 
too guilty, great grandfather, Sir George Stair,” 














From 1649 (when Charles.I. -was. beheatied).and 1743 
(when the battle of Dettingen was fought). there is an in- 
terval of 94 years. On supposition that Sir George Stair 
was 20 years old when he.committed this crime, his age in 
1748 miist have been 144 years. © =. | i. bess 

The anonymous author’ of these memoirs, adds, that 
whatever were the emotions of Lord Stair at reading the 
letter, his first care was to look for the Street and the house 
where he had seen his. great grandfather; but finding, the 
house empty, he had learnt fromthe neighbours, that it 
had only been occupied since eight days ; that it was never 
known by whom; that since the preceding night the sere 
vants had abandoned it, furnished, as it, was; that they 
could not tell of whom the tenant held the-house, the pro» 
prietor being long since settled in America. 


Pieces Intéressantes et peu Connueé, 


THE BUSY BODY. 


HAVING for some time neglected the concerns of my 
very obliging correspondents, I must now proceed to make 
amends, by devoting several papers to their entire service. 
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The ‘first subject which calls for my attention is the letter 
of a young bachelor, which shall speak for itself. 


TO THE BUSY BODY. 


DEAR MADAM, 


I raxe the'liberty of applying to you in a case of the ut- 
most importance to my happiness and future advantage in 
life, and solicit from your experience and good-nature such 
advice as may serve tu preserve me from making an imprus 
dent cheice in that most important point te man or woman 
—a matrimonial engayement. I am now just one and 
twenty years ofage, independent, and possessed of a mode- 
rate, but not vast fortune. My affections are as yet disen- 
gaged, although I have seen several’ young ladies whe 
attracted my attention ; but, as I was for many years under 
the care of a good old grandmother, ‘who constantly told 
me I was never to trust my eyes when I wished to judge 
of a woman, I have retained so much veneration for het | 
as to observe her maxim:ever since. Unfortunately, how. 
ever, some years ago had the misfortune to lose this vene · 
rable monitor, and I should have remained without a friend, 
on whose judgment I could depend, bad not you, under the 
influence of my good stars, started up to supply her place 
Imagination now presents you to me in her very form and 
semblance, seated in a high-backed arm chair, her little 
grey eyes peeping through her spectacles, and the great fa | 
mily Bible on the table before her;—but I forgot “myself 
it is neither fashionable’ now to wear spectacles nor read 
Bibles;—no matter—I do not mean to offend. 

I must now proceed to state my uwn case, and inform 
you that my inclination is divided between three young 
ladies, with whom I have lately formed an acquaintance, 
but from whom my natural timidity has effectually eer yed 
to conceal my favourable sentiments. | 

Matilda Hervey is the daughter of an opulent citizen; ; she 
is handsome; éasy, and uriaffected in her manners, and col 
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ducts her father’s house with economy and propriety. She 
has, at ‘the same time, a bold and domineering manner, 
which rather intimidates me, for, although not of an autho- 
ritative temper myself, I should not much like to be under 
the subjection of a wife, and should still.Jess like to hear 
her swear at my servants, burst into a horse laugh at table, 
or see her slap any gentleman of my acquaintance upon the 
shoulder, as a stage coachman would the ostler at an inn; 
and, excepting this unbecoming coarseness of behaviour, 
I have no fault to find with this lady. 

Selina Medway is the very reverse of all this; she is ra- 
ther pretty, of a delicate figure, and extremely timid in come 
pany. She has been brought up under the care. of an 
indulgent mother, who takes every Opportunity of enume- 
rating her good qualities; but her education has. been com- 
pletely childish, and she seems scarcely out of ber leading 
strings, although she is now nineteen. Some of my friends 
tell me she would make an admirable wife, because she hag 
no will of her own. She is, however, of such a delicate 
constitution, that I, never see her without. being enter= 
tained with a long catalogue of complaints, and itis, in fact, 
the only subject upon which she ventures, to. converse, If 
she has the slightest cold, it is sufficient to lay the foundation 
of the most alarming g apprehensions, and medical bills sleas 
would, I fear, be sufficient to ruin. me. 

Eliza Morland is the last I shall mention; her per 
son is agreeable, and she is highly accomplished. She pas 
an inexhaustible fund of entertaining conversation... But, 
with all these advantages, I cannot bring myself to make 
her a serious offer; I feel intimidated by her superior ta- 
lents, especially as I perceive that she is unmercifully sa- 
tirical upon all those who are not equally endowed with 
herself. She seems to consider herself entitled to Universal 
attention, and appears to receive every silly compliment 
with eager avidity. __ 

Now, madam, I am so much perplexed by. the discovery 
of such failings j in the three women I most admire, that I 
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feel disheartened at the thoughts of choosing either for a 
wife; btit, as Iam weary of leading a bachelor’s life, I 
request your opinion as to which might be considered the 
most eligible, or'whether it will be prudent in me to vee 
ture upon either. 
I remain, 
Your most obedient, humble servant, 
| ae SAMUEL, SINGLE, 


I am happy in the power of —— Mr. Single that! 
am acquainted with the ladies he describes, and, as a sin- 
vere friend, can safely advise him not to marry either. Ma- 
tilda is both a itermagant and a hoyden; Selina is a 
compound of deceit and affectation; and Miss*Morland is 
vain, coquettish, and extravagant. I must, however, re 
quest of my correspondent not to be too fastidious—perfec- 
tion is not to be expected, still less likely to be found. As 
far as I’can direct his choice, I wilt endeavour to do it, by 
pointing out those qualities which are most likely to ensure 
his permanent happiness; and, when’ he ¢an meet with 
these, combined in a tolerably agreeable person, he will 
have good reason to be satisfied. 

In the first place,'the young lady should be, in company, 
more eager to listen than’ speak. 

In private, eager to speak well of others, silent as to herself. 
- Abroad; thodestly dressed ; at home, plain, clean, and neal, 
Complaisant, without meanness, to her superiors. 

- Gentle and considerate to her inferiors. | 
. Generous, without prodigality ; frugal, without stinginess. 
- ‘Accomplished, according to her situation in life. 

- Industrioas, according to her necessities. 

‘ Unassuming’ ‘in her deportment, and modest i in her cow 
versation. © 

If my young — can meet with these essen· 
tials in any lady of his acquaintance, I would advise him 
not to let want of fortune, beauty, or wit, or even a few! 4 


culiarities of temper stand in his way. 
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JEALOUSY. 
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A TALE, FROM THE FRENCH. 


— — 


A YOUNG Spanish Nebleman, during his stay at Ma- 
laga, was returning one evening from a party of pleasure, 
when he was unexpectedly attacked by four robbers. 
Don Felix was brave and resolute; and although a little 
disconcerted by the suddenness of the attack, made a vigu- 
rous defence. Two of the ruffians fell beneath his sword, 
and the others, exasperated by the death of their comrades, 
were preparing for a desperate revenge, when a door 
opened, and two men, well armed, rushed forward to the 
assistance of the intrepid cavalier, This unlooked-foy re- 
inforcement so terrified the villains, that they instantly 
betook themselves to flight, and’ were so well acquainted 
with the various and intricate turnings, as te escape from 
their pursuers. Don Felix paid the warmest acknowledg- 
ments to his generous deliverers, who in turn assured him, 
that his thanks were principally due to the lady whom 
they served, and who had from her balcony witnessed the 
unequal combat, and sent them to his assistance. “ My 
lady,” said one of the servants, who appeared a respectable 
elderly man, “ was so much alarmed upon your account, 
signior, that it will give her the greatest satisfaction to 
see you safe, and hear your thanks from your own lips.” 

“ If that is the case,” replied Don Felix, with his usual 
gallantry, “ I can no longer hesitate: lead on, my friends; 
your lady shall not find me deficient in point of gratitude.” 
Don Felix could not but. feel-his vanity highly gratified by 
the attention of this unknown lady ; and picturing tu him- 
self an agreeable termination to an alarming adventure, 
his imagination heightened the charms of the fair incog- 
** he amused himself with inventing a thousand 
gallant speeches for the occasion, 

VOL. X.—N. s. ro 
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They svon reached the house, and Don Felix was shewn 
into an apartment, simply, but tastefully furnished, where 
he had only waited a few_ minutes when the door was 
opened, and a lady appeared, at the first view of whom 
all the ideal rhapsodies of Don Felix vanished. Donna 
Victoria appeared to be between thirty anc forty years of 
age. Her figure was majestic, and her countenance, though 
serious, was not forbidding. That she had once’ heen 
strikingly handsome, admitted not of a doubt. She. ac- 
costed ‘Don Felix with peculiar grace. 
 “ Signior,” said she, with a grave, yet — ⸗ air, 
“ I hope you will not draw any injurious conclusions from 
this apparent breach of propriety. Receiving a stranger at 
this hour of night, is not my usual practice; but, when 
you are acquainted with my motives, I trust you wil) form 
a better opinion of me than my present condust might in- 
cline you to.” 
’ Don Felix, whose ardent imagination was already 
eooled, and who ‘could not but feel respect for her noble 
and modest déportment, answered her with all due polite- 
After being seated, Donna Victoria again addiessed 
him :—* You will perhaps be surprised, Don Felix, at | 
hearing.that I am related to your family; and that al- 
though I have been in the habit of seeing you in the 
public walks every day for these three weeks past, I have | 
not found courage to make myself known to you. I was 
born at Cadiz. Misfortunes, which it would be too tedious 
how to relate, obliged me to quit that place; I came 
hither, and have resided here eighteen years under a0 
assumed name, The first time I saw you, I was struck 
with your resemblance to my family, and ordered my 
fathful' servant Valerio, to follow you, and. if possible dis- 
cover who you were; and I soon learnt, with inexpressible 
pleasure, that you were from-Cadiz, and one of the house 
of Aredo, to, whieh I have the honour of being neatly 
allied. I was-extremely desirous of becoming acquainted 
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with you, but could not resolve on Making the first ad- 
vances, and almost despaired of the gratification I wished 
for, when chance to-night brought about what I should 
otherwise have been unable to accomplish. I was sitting 
with my daughter in the balcony when you passed beneath 
us: the light of the moon enabled me to distinguish your 
figure perfectly, and the next instant I saw you attacked 
by the rufians. I lost no time in dispatching Valerio and 
his son, who is also in my service, to your assistance, with 
orders to prevail on you to return hither, Happily they 
succeeded.” 

“ Bat your daughter, madam,” said Don Felix, some- 
what impatiently; “ how is it that I am not honoured 
with her company ?” 

Donna Victoria similed. “ The lateness of the hour, 

signior, must be her apology,” said she; “ but if you 
will favour us by partaking a family dinner to-morruw, 
my Seraphina shall unite her endeavours with mine to ren- 
der your visit. agreeable, and I will at the same time re- 
count to. you my sad history. It is in your power, Don 
Felix, to serve us essentially; not that I am ambitious 
on my own account, but in behalf of an amiable child, 
who merits a better fate than the obscurity in which her 
mother’s misfortunes have too long confined her.” . 
_ “ The pleasare of your society, madam,” replied Don 
Felix, “ would of itself be @ sufficient inducement; but 
when it is enforced. by an intimation, that it may. be. in 
my power to render you the smallest service, gratitude 
combines with inclination, and I shall with pride avajl my- 
self of your invitation.” With these words Don Felix took 
leave, and returned to his hotel. 

Seraphina, who was always the companion of her 
mother, had not beheld the handsome and accomplished 
cavalier without emotion, which was increased by the un- 
guarded expression of Dona Victoria: she was equally 
anxious with her mother to establish an intimany, and was 
too tenderly attached to her tender parent to conceal what 
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passed in her mind. The peculiar situation of her family 
affairs would have rendered such an union particularly de- 
sirable to Donna Victoria; but the fear that his affections 
might be previously engaged, rendered caution absolutely 
necessary, and she judged it better to forego her own inte- 
rest than expose her daughter to such a dangerous situa- 
tion: it was upon this account that she took no step to- 
wards an acqnaintance she was so desirous of forming. On 
the evening of Don Felix’s rencontre with the robbers, 
Seraphina, on perceiving his danger, lost all command of 
herself, and fainted in her mother’s arms. Donna Vic- 
toria, doubly alarmed by this circumstance, resolved, if 
possible, to ascertain the real state of the cavalier’s heart, 
and for this purpose took the measures alreafly related: 
how far they succeeded will be seen hereafter. 

Don Felix, whose curiosity was strongly excited to see 
the daughter of a lady whose person and manners were so 
peculiarly interesting, was punctual to his appointment. 
Donna Victoria received him with graceful ease, and im- 
mediately introduced him to her daughter, in whom he 
beheld with rapture her very counterpart. Although the 
youth of Seraphina rendered her carriage less command- 
ing, and her manners less dignified, the blushing graces 
of modesty made ample amends for the deficiency. The 
loveliness of her features, the sweetness of her voice, and 
the fine proportions of her figure, were not overlooked by 
the ardent Don Felix. She was the most perfect of “her 
sex in his opinion, and his tell-tale eyes revealed his senti- 
ments to the penetrating mother, who, with cause, exulted 
in the perfections of her beloved child. The day passed 
too quickly for Seraphina and the enraptured Don Felix. 
An excellent dinner, a rare desert, coffee, conversation, 
and music came in rapid succession, and it was almost 
time for him to depart before Donna Victoria had com 
menced her history. Don Felix would willingly have dis- 
pensed with it altogether; for Seraphina played the guitar 
with so much grace, and sung so enchantingly, that he 
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had no ears for any thing else. ‘ Politeness, however, 
obliged him to demand the promised recital; which the 
lady of the mansion began in the following words :— 

“I told you yesterday, Don Felix, that I was born in 
Cadiz. My name is Victoria de Manzarés; my mother 
was a descendant of the noble family of Aredo; she 
married Don Silvester de Manzarés, who was a widower, 
with one son, twenty years of age. After being mar- 
ried about a year, she gave birth to twins, a son and 
myself; but unhappily, in giving us birth, her life was 
forfeited. My father, overwhelmed with affliction, was 
incapable of paying proper attention to any thing, and de- 
legated his authority to his son, Den Bernardo, who, per- 
ceiving in us new claimants on his father’s regard, and 
partakers of his wealth, hated us from the hour of our 
birth, As we grew up, our resemblance to each other was 
se perfect, that it was only by the difference of our dress 
that we could be distinguished, and the affection of my 
father seemed to strengthen with our years. But we had 
scarcely reached our sixteenth, when we sustained an irre- 
parable loss in the death of this tender parent. As the 
charge of our education was now transferred to Don Ber 
nardo, and as he was not inclined to liberality, he con 
tented himself with éngaging Valerio as a tutor for my 
brother, and Matilda, his wife, for my governess. Fore 
tunately for us, these persons, though not in every respect 
qualified for the undertaking, were of good principles and . 
trust-worthy. 

“ Although our personal likeness — — — 
is with concern I am obliged to say, that there was a vast 
difference in the dispositions of my brother and myself. 
He was mean, hypocritical, and addicted to many vices, 
which the good Valerio in vain strove to correct; fot Don 
Bernardo, who was of the same character, attached hime 
self to him, and by his pernicious instructions and baleful 
examples, confirmed him in his early bad habits. 

“ For my own part, I was entirely neglected by my 
nu 2 
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brother-in-law; shut up almost entirely in my apartment 
with Matilda, and only suffered to quit the house to attend 
at mass... Matilda once ventured to remonstrate with Don 
Bernardo on.the impropriety of keeping me thus secluded, 
alleging, that it would be impossible for me to form an 
eligible ‘connection, or get properly established in life, 
unless he permitted me to mix in company, and see a 
little of the world. To this he very haughtily replied, that 
he knew best what was proper for me; that it was not his 
wish for me-to marry, as he designed very shortly to place 
mein aconvent. I heard this determination with great 
regret, and resolutely persisted in declaring that nothing 
but force should compel me to renounce my birthright and 
expectations. 

. * About this time the — was married, and would 
fain celebrate his nuptials with magnifieence. A splendid 
tournament and a bull-fight was ordered; and F, who had 
riever been’ present at any public spectacle, was filled with 
the most eager desire to witness this. I incessantly im- 
portuned Valerio and Matilda to indulge me; and they 
believing it the only opportunity I should ever enjoy, at 
length consented. As it was easy for me to go out unob- 
served, Don Bernardo and my brother Sylvio being too 
much engaged in their own pleasures to miss me for one 
day, Valerio promised to secure —— for us, and my 
heart beat. tumultuously with joy. 

»“ T dressed. myself as. magnificently as my wardrobe 
would permit, putting on all my mother’s jewels, as ! 
knew I should be more readily recognised: by my brothers F 
in my ordinary clothes; and my governess having used 
the same precaution, we covered our faces with deep veils, 
through which our features could scarcely be distinguished, 
then tripped lightly through a back garden, and passing 
along the least frequented streets, arrived without detec 
tion at the place where the diversions were to take place.— 
Valerio, who had ‘been looking out for us, conducted us t 
a balcony filled with persons of rank, but who did not ap 
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pear to notice us, except one young man of a noble and 
prepossessing appearance, next to whom I chanced to 
be seated. A light breeze springing up, suddenly blew my 
veil aside. I was a little confused at the moment, as I 
found the stranger’s eyes, profiting by the accident, were 
fixed upon my face. I hastily drew my veil closer, ard 
held it with my hands. The stranger smiled, and stooping 
down, said in a low voice, “ Your precaution is useless, 
Denna, the blow is struck; I have already seen too much 
for my peace.’ 1 replied with some vivacity, ‘ The com- 
pliment is too common-place to flatter me, signior; for I 
know that cavaliers who attend these kind of festivals, 
would not think they did honour to the occasion, if they 
did not study gallant speeches wherewith to amuse the 
Jadies.’ ‘ I am not accustomed to study my expressions,’ 
replied the gentleman, a little piqued: ‘I usually speak 
from the impulse of my feelings; and you are the first 
lady I have addressed to-day; for you are the first and 
only one who has engaged my attention.—I Jaughed in 
the gaiety of my. heart. ‘ Perhaps, then,’ said I, ‘ you 
wish to enhance the value of your flattery, by persuading 
me that you are generally sparing of it.’ ‘ Indeed,’ replied 
he, ‘ you are too severe upon me. I wished only to per- 
suade you of my sincerity; but I have not the happy faci- 
lity of expressing myself that you possess, and must ever 
lament my deficiency.” Although he said this in a serious 
tone, I could not help feeling that I had been teo flippant, 
and therefore changing my manner, I said seriously, but 
politely, ‘ You will oblige me, signior, by permitting me to 
attend to the amusements going forward.’ He bowed, and 
remained silent. 
» “T own I felt vexed with myself, for I feared I had been 
unseasonably impertinent , and although modesty forbade 
my giving himencouragement, I considered that it should 
also have withheld me from giving him offence. 

“ The combat was now begun; one bull had fallen, and 
the cavaliers, unwilling to relinquish the sport so soon, 
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called. for another. A most furious animal was now let 
loose, against. whom the assailants vainly exerted all their 
strength and skill; he remained master of the field, and I 
could not but feel regret at the fate of many gallant young 
men, who were carried wounded from the place of combat, 
Inadvertently I exclaimed, ‘ What a pity it is no one can | 
vanquish that fierce animal; surely these cavaliers must 
be deficient in point of courage.’ I hed scarcely finished 
speaking, when the gentleman who sat beside me rose and 
hastily made his way through the company, and I soon 
lost. sight of him. Astonished at his abrupt retreat, I 
knew not what to think, when loud shouts below drew my 
attention; I turned round, and to my infinite surprise be- 
held him enter tbe lists. 

“ I had now an opportunity of examining his person; 
and I must own, that his graceful figure, his martial air; 
and his animated, ingenuous countenance, filled me at 
once with admiration and terror, lest he should fall a vic~ 
tim to the infuriate animal. I turned pale, trembled, and 
at the first attack uttered a scream, that drew on me gene- 
ral observation. From that moment I was incapable of 
attending to what’ passed, until the loud shouts of the 
spectators convinced me that he was victorious. Again I 
ventured to look. I saw the wounded bull lying prostrate 
at the feet of the conqueror, who, amidst all the plaudits 
which assailed his ears, seemed to direct his attention 
alone to the balcony where I sat. His eyes said, as plainly 
as language could have spoken, ‘ For your approbation 
have I thus ventured. The reward of my victory is your . 
applause.” Amidst the noise of the cymbals and trumpets 
which announced the triumph of my hero, I sought to 
escape from observation ; but the crowd was so great, that 
our passage was for a long time impeded. At length we 
reached the street, and hastened forward with impatient 
steps, for I was now alarmed lest my brother should arrive 
at home before me. 

We had just got within sight of the garden-gate whet 
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we were overtaken hy a gentleman, in whom I too readily 
recognized the valiant stranger. He accosted me respeet · 
fully:—* Forgive me, madam, for having gratified- my 
curiosity so far as to watch your retreat... Think not that . 
mean to take any undue advantage of the knowledge I~ 
have thus clandestinely obtained ;'I wish only to assure 
the charming Victoria de Manzarés, that she has not a 
more sincere admirer than Don: Antonio de Silva.” He 
again bowed, and immediately disappeared, a⸗ I has 
power to utter a single word. 

“ When I got into my apartment, Valetio: addressed me 

with a smiling countenance: ‘I congratulate you on your 
conquest, my dear Victoria,’ said he. ‘Don Antonio is 
the most accomplished nobleman of the time; rich, 
amiable, and of noble family. ‘Perhaps you will not'be 
very angry with me when I tell you, that it was I' who in- 
formed him of your name. He: followed me out when I 
quitted you, and entreated the favour with so much mo- 
desty, yet with such extreme earnestness, that I could not 
refuse him. Indeed, Donna, it would be a most excellent 
match, and would thereby frustrate the a of your 
unkind brother.’ 
- © *Stay, my good friend, -said I, « your zeal for my 
welfare leads you too far. Don Antonio is certainly not an 
object to be despised ; but I owe something to female deli- 
cacy and the honour of my family. If he ‘is desirous to 
obtain my good opinion, he will find some means of prov- 
ing it; we must not make the first advances.’ ‘ You are 
right, madam,’ returned Valerio: ‘and I have no doubt of 
his perseverance, if you are so indulgent as to allow of 
my interference, after my giving my word that I will take 
no measure derogatory to your honour.’ 

“ It was no difficult matter for Valerio to penetrate my 
sentimeats, and his prediction was verified; for the very 
bext day Don Antonio accosted him as he was coming out 


of chapel, and’ entreated' him to offer me the following 
billet — 
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“ « Madam, 

‘ Excuse my temerity in dom presuming to address 
you. J am not ignorant of the restraint imposed upen 
you, and have no other opportunity of revealing my sen 
timents. If I have had the good fortune not to be deemed 
altogether unworthy of your notice, and you can conde 
scend to listen to the dictates of a pure and honourable 
passion, deign to grant me a short interview. But if this 
proposal subjects me to your displeasure, be assured you 
shall never more be persecuted by the solicitations of your 
most faithful admirer, 

‘and devoted humble servant, 
‘ ANTONIO DE SILVA,’ » 





“ I read this letter to my two confidants, who wer 
charmed with the contents, and entreated me to sends 
favourable answer. For my .own part, although I fek 
highly flattered by the eagerriess he displayed, I could not 
refrain from: some uneasy conjectures, I thought Don A» 
tonio too abrupt in his disclosure, and too impetuous in 
declaring his attachment to a git] he had only seen once; 
and I feared that an impression so hastily.made would be 


| as easily erased: liowtver, -I was overruled by the persua- 


sions of my attached friends, and, to gratify them, 7 
an answer couched in these: words t= 


“we Signior, 

* That I may not be deemed unjust or — 
tonsent to the interview you require; although I must de 
elare to you, that your professions can have no weight with 
me, until I am convinced that they proceed from a the 
rough knowledge of my disposition and character : at pre 
sent I must consider them the mere effusions of a romantic 
imagination, i , 
* Yours, &e. * 

Vieronia Mia wants": 
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“ These few lines were received by Don Antonio with 
every demonstration of joy; and according to the arrange» 
ments made by Valerio and Matilda, my lover was conducts» 
ed by secret staircase to my apartments. I will not repeat 
a conversation, which must be insipid to persons not cons 
cerned—Suffice it, I did not treat Don Antonio with. toa 
much harshness; and at every interview, we seemed to find 
our mutual preference encrease. AtJength, not to tire you 
with a tedious recital, he prevailed upon me to corisent te 
a private marriage, during the absence of Don Bernardo, 
who was at that time gone on a party of pleasure for seve- 
ral days. I was terrified at the idea of such a measure: but 
was at length induced to comply; and Don Antonio having 
interested the governor, who was his particular friend, in 
my behalf, the ceremony was performed at his house. My 
husband would: have made ou* union public immediately ; 
but I entreated him so tenderly: to let us first try fair means, 
that he gave into my wish. .We passed a few days toger 
ther, happy in each other’s society, and I then returned to 
my brother’s house. 
- “ Don Bernardo arrived the nextmorning, and Valerio took 
an early opportunity of mentioning Don Antonio to him, 
and proposing him fur my husband; mentioning, at the 
same time, his influence with the governor, and the policy 
of embracing such an elegible offer. Don Bernardo was too 
cunning not to see that it would be dangerous to offend a 
person in power, and dissembling his real sentiments, pro- 
tested that it gave him real pleasure; and that Don Anto- 
nio was, of all others, the person he would have selected for 
my husband. I was delighted with this unexpected com- 
pliance, and now deeply’ regretted my own duplicity, al- 
though I dared not to avow it. At length, Don Antonio 
arrived, accompanied by the governor, and proposals were 
made inform. My brether consented to all with the best 
grace imaginable. The conttact was drawn up and signed, 
and my brother expressed a wish, that we would defer our 
snattiage a few days, that Sylvio mightbe present, who was 
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expected home in the ensuing week. We could not refud⸗e 
such a :reasonable request, as the time was apparently se 
short. Week: after week, however, passed away, and my 
young brother appeared not. This delay gave me someun 
easiness, and I'mentioned itto Don Antonio, who promised, 
he' would go to meet him—I would not agree to this. As 

fny hushand did not come to me the next day, I imagined 
he had: put his plan into execution. Several days passed 

away, during which I suffered the greatest anxiety ; and just 

as my impatience had risen to the utmost pitch; a Moor 

brought a letter forme. Seeing the hand writing of Dos 

Antonio in the superscription, I eagerly tore it open—Judge 

of my consternation, on reading these words—never will 

they be effaced from my memory: 








« ¢ Whyshould I delay an avowal that must sooner or later 
be made? I must speak the truth, Victoria—I love you not, 
nor ever did—all your tenderness is unavailing, for I cannot 
return it. You were too easy a dupe, to retain long a man 
of refined delicacy, who always despises a conquest gained 
with so little difficulty. Forgive my sincerity, and be per- 
suaded, that the best plan you can pursue, will be to forget, 


for ever, 
Axyronro De Sitva.’ 


“ This cruel letter,” continued Donna Victoria, “ almost 
distracted me—I fell senseless into the arms of Matilda, whe 
was almost as much afflicted as myself. Valerio, after read- 
ing the letter, rushed frantickly out, in hopes of finding Don 
Antonio, and ubtaining from him an explanation of com 
duct so base and so mysterious; but returned with the al· 
flicting intelligence, that Don Antonio was not to be found. 
I passed a night of agonizing suspence, and about day break 
was alarmed by a violent noise in the house. I hurried 
from my chamber to learn the cause of such unusual tu- 
mult, when, as I was descending the staircase, the first ob 
aect I beheld,-was my brother Sylvio extended in the arms 
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of his people, a ghastly corpse, bathed in blood. Don Ber- 
nardo, with fury in his countenance, caught me as [ way 
falling, overcome with surprise and horror. The roughness 
of his grasp recalled my fleeting senses—he pointed to the 
bleeding body of my brother. . “ Behold, base girl,” said he, 
«“ the work of your vile lover; not content with dishonour- 
ing you, he has murdered this innocent boy—but think not: 
to wash out this family disgrace with your tears: your life 
shall pay for the crimes of him you sought to espouse—thus. 
shall the honour of our noble house be restored.” The re~ 
collection of what she suffered at that dreadful moment, 
agitated Donna Victoria so extremely, that. she declared 
herself incapable of proceeding, and Don Felix, though 
deeply interested, begged her tu defer the remainder of her 
affecting history until another time—which, as it was then 
growing late, she agreed to, and invited him to visit them 
on the following day. Don Felix felt much gratified by the 
kind reception he had met with, and the flattering confi- 
dence reposed in him by Donna Victoria, whose misfor- 
tunes appeared of a nature, which admitted of no alleviation, 
While the charms and youthful graces of Seraphina haunted 
his imagination; and caused him to pass a sleepless night. 
Seraphina, on the other hand, candidly avowed to her- 
mother, the favourable opinion she had formed of their 
guest, and was happy to hear Donna Victoria express her 
opinion, that he was not insensible to her merit. “ But we 
must not trust to appearances, my dear child,” said she, 
“ you find how cruelly I was deceived. Men are treacher- 
ous and designing; and, although I thus appear to encou- 
rage your attachment, by permitting the visits of the cavar 
lier, it is only with a view to keep you from forming any 
Wes apne engagement, which might involve you in greater 
evi 








(To be continued. ) 
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ine Sir, 

| i i I take the liberty of recommending to your notice a new 

| ia a game, which will be found very lively and amusing, after a | 
ee little practice, and requires less study than may be imagin. 

1 aie ed at first sight. It haslong been a favourite pastime with 
the ladies, and may not be deemed beneath the notice of 
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A NEW GAME AT CARDS. 


Ix order to play this game, there must be four pools 
marked as follows, viz. Bounty, Ammunition, Steres, aud 
Conguest or Game. 

Four persons may play in partnership, as at whist, or 

Lie singly. Each person to contribute six fish, which are tote 
— ed equally divided in the four pools. 

. The whole pack of cards are to be dealt out, and the last 
card is the trump—lIf an ace, the dealer must pay six to te 
Bounty pool. 

Honours are. not to be reckoned—every: trick counts fo | 
it -one,-andithe game is thirty. 
wi ti | ‘Every-player:must follow suit, and the pools must be te 
an :plenished as before, at each deal. 
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we The black suits represent the navy; the red the amy. 
; eh Either party making the whole of a navy trump stit’ 
ae Bd entitled to ten fish from the Store pool, and ten from tt 
—U0 Ammunition, which must be demanded when the last titi 
ba is turned, which must include the thirteenth card. The 
| anust not be trumps. 
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Either party making an army suit, which consists of ace, 
king, and queen, claims five fish from the Store pool, and 
tive from Ammunition. This suit may be trumps. 

The two black kings are called admirals—the two red 
kings are generals. When.an admiral is takeu by the ad- 
versary, he must be ransomed at the price of six fish from the 
losing party—the card is not to be returned, but the loser is 
allowed to score two towards the game. 

If a general is taken, he must be ransomed at the price of 
eight fish, and the loser scores three. This must be settled 
before the cards are turned. 

If the queen of trumps is taken, she must be considered a 
state prisoner, and ten fish be paid for her ransom. The 
captor then has the privilege of leading first. 

If four kings are found in the cards of either party after 
the tricks are turned, it is called a Truce, and — pa 
raust pay two fish to the Conguest pool. 

The tens are considered the coleurs, and if one or more 
are taken by a knave, the person who played the winning 
eard, receives two fish for each ten from the Conquest pool. 

ifa knave-is led, he is called a volunteer, aud the player 
claims five fish from the Bounty pool. If there is not suffi- 
cient, a contribution must be -raised to make the number 


complete—the dealer paying the odd one. [In this case the 
pool must not be cleared. 








Three knaves.in the tricks of either side makes a recruiting 
party, and claims six fish from the Bounty pool. This must 
be desided by turning up the tricks, when the canis are 
played out. 


Wists Guan patty imcoren thirty fret; clease ail — 


BEOULATIONS. 
The cards must be well shuffled and cut. 


if any person’ rhisses deal, they must pay six fish to the 
lowest pool, and begin again. 


In case of a revoke, the party revoking forfeits three fish 
to the Conguest pool. 
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THE BANKS OF THE DART. 


Concluded from page 38. 


LETTER VI. 


Edward to Matilda Fitzauban. 
: Kensington. 

I HAVE received your letter, my dear sister, and will be 
with you as.soon as I possibly can; but it cannot be so soon 
as youwish. The intelligence you sent me was anticipated, 
in part, by Crauford himself, who, last Thursday, seut for me. 
I was greatly surprised at the summons, but more so at the 
state I found him in, having been overturned at Ker 
sington, and bruised in a most dreadful manner. The post 
hoy being intoxicated, Crauford expected some accident 
would ensue, and was just leaning out of the chaise win- 
dow to caution him, when the chaise fell on the same 
side, and his arm was shattered in a shocking manner.— 
Amputation was considered necessary; but it is doubtful, 
whether it will be attended with the desired success. Un- 
der these circumstances, he thought proper to send for me, 
He made the most penitent concessipnsfor his past treachery, 
and assured me, that although Emma had been deluded by 
his artifices, she had never ceased to love me, or to regret 
the misconduct which had deprived her of a mother’s plea 
sures. “ Jt was in vain,” said Crauford, “I lavished on her 
every indulgence affluence could procure. At times she 
would eagerly hasten to scenes of gaiety ; but it was only in 
the hope of banishing painful reflections, and every scene 

presented - objects which augmented the pangs of self-re- 
proach. Ifshe saw a faithfully attached couple, who claim 
ed the respect of the world—she seemed oppressed with the 
most agonizing sensations. If she beheld a mother cates 
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sing her infant, she would instantly sicken and turn pale, 
or, bursting into tears, fiy their presence. All my endea- 
vours to make her act with more fortitude, were unavailing. 
I alternately soothed or chid her, and at last my indignation 
was roused to such a height, thatI threatened to separate 
from her for ever. For some time after this, she was more 
circumspect in her conduct, and whatever her internal feel- 
ings were, she did not irritate me by a disclosure of them ; 
and, to divert her mind, I persuaded her to accompany me 
into the west of England. She was pleased with the pro- 
posal, and delighted with the cottage I had purchased on 
the banks of the Dart; hut I found that entire solitude 
would not suit her frame of mind, and I took her for ashort 
time to Exeter, where your sister first met with us. Incon- 
sequence of -some estates lately bequeathed to me, I had 
taken the name of Melfort, which prevented Miss Fitzauban 
from having any suspicion who we were. Emma was much 
agitated on hearing the name, and being apprehensive that 
you might join the assembly, hurried me away. 

“Upon enquiring, we found that Miss Fitzauban was 
coming to Dartmouth, with Mr. Montford’s family; and 
Emma entreated me to let her solicit an intimacy. No 
doubt your sister has communicated to you all that passed 
subsequently. 

“ From that time, Emma no longer attempted to conceal 
from me her wretchedness. Nor will I hesitate to acknow- 
ledge that I was sometimes harsh with her, almost to vio- 
lence. . At last I determined on aseparation. Emma heard 
me without opposing my determination, and I left her in 
resentment. Heaven has punished my villany in an ex- 
emplary manner,. I cannot even expect your forgiveness; 
but I sent for you, to assure you, that all the restitution in 
my, power shail be made for the injury I have done. I de« 
prived your child of a mother; but as far as fortune can be 
made an equivalent, I will do my duty. I have bequeathed 
all my property to the little Adeline, with the exception of 
one thousand pounds to Miss Fitzauban, as a marriage por- 
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tion.” Icould not help expressing my surprise at this be- 
quest. Crauford sighed. “No doubt it appears singular 
to you; but when I tell you how much I respect and admire 
that lovely girl, your astonishment will cease. Oh, Fitzau- 
ban, had I sooner known her, I might have been Jess guil- 
ty, you less unhappy.” He was so much exhausted by this 
jong conversation, that I quitted him, that he might have 
a few hours rest; and I have employed the interval to write 
to you. The physician who attends him, does not enter. 
tain any hopes of his life; he attributes his danger to the 
unskilful management of the surgeon. I will write to you 
again to-morrow. 


In continuation. 

‘The unfortunate, guilty Crauford breathed his Jast this 
morning, and I cannot but apprehend that my imprudence 
in communicating the death of Emma, had been in the 
first instance the cause of impeding his recovery. 

I believe his motive in making no provision for her was, 
that I might, through motives of compassion, be induced to 
feceive and forgive her. I shall only wait to see every 
thing properly arranged, and then begin my journey. With 
regard to your affairs, I can only say, that the proposals of 
Mr, Aubrey give me pleasure; and, althougl I have nota 
heart to triumph over, or rejoice at the misfortunes of others, 
I feel a small degree of satisfaction, that his disinterested- 
ness will be rewarded by your unexpected acquisition of 
fortune. If any thing were necessary to confirm you in 
those principles of virtue which you already possess, it would 
he the fate of the imprudent Emma. You seé, my dear 
sister, how short the triumph of vice must prove ; all the 
advantages of wealth, all the allurements of dissipation are 
inadequate to procure happiness, if conscious rectitude does 
not lend its aid to solace the heart. Nothing can compet 
sate for the privation of that internal peace, which is only 
to be secured by a firm adherence to our moral and do- 
mestic duties, But advice to you is superfluous. Yout 
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eondact * already secured you the respect of estimable 
friends, and the love of a worthy young man, Ever may 
you continue as hitherto, and neither husband nor brother 
can have cause of complaint. Among those who rejoice 
in your present brilliant prospects, there are none more sin- 
eere than your ever affectionate friend and brother, 
EDWARD FITZAUBAN. 


TO THE EDITOR OF THE LADY’S MUSEUM. 


MR, EDITOR, 


I AM a bachelor of some standing, and wish extremely 
to tie myself up for life, or, in plainer English, to get mar- 
ried, Every body tells me (and what every body says is 
allowed on all hands to be true) that it is the easiest thing 
in nature, or perhaps in art, to get the before-mentioned 
knot tied; so it may be, and [ believe is; but, my dear Mr. 
Fditor, to a nervous man like me, the very thought of it is 
like a thunder-clap: it conjures up in my imagination so 
many images of confusion, that I cannot bring myself to 
set seriously about it; besides, so many of ny young male 
friends have done this thing, without being afterwards 
happy, that, when I reflect on their situations, I_am more 
Staggered than ever. 

There was Ned Goodacre, an old acquaintance of mine, 
got married, about four years ago, to Miss Nancy Never- 
think, whom he first met at a dancing-master’s ball, at the 
Paul’s Head, Cateaton Street. I remember being there 
with him; (for, although I am no dancer, it sometimes 
happens that I am over-persuaded to go to a ball) and Ned, 
having asked Miss Nancy to dance, was happy enough to get 
her for a partuer, At the end of the dance, supper was 
announced to be ready, and Ned, you know, could do no 
less than ask Miss Nancy to take some; all this was agreed 
to, and we sat’ down together. The lady was a very 
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shewy one, and Ned was not a little flattered at having 
so stylish a lass by his side, and soon began to be absolutely 
smitten with her; at least his manner made it appear so to 
me, for he forgot Ais leg of a fowl, in observing the elegance 
with which she managed a wing. As for the lady, her eyes 
sparkled, and her tongue talked such sweet nothings, that 
I can scarcely wonder Ned forgot his supper.—Sufiicce it, 

Mr. Editor, that Ned danced with her the rest of the night, 

and, at the conclusion, I hardly need say that he had the. 
pleasure to see her home. 

Next day he came to me, and, with pleasure in every 
feature, informed me that she was the daughter of a capijtal 
farmer in Suffolk, and. was at a fashionable mantua-maker's - 
in - Street, for improvement! I shrugged my shouk 
ders, and shook my head very sapiently, to no purpose; . 
Ned was determined, and followed up his game. (I beg par- . 
don—his Jady—for I do not intend to make game of the fair 
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if ' sex) in the usual way; that is, he made her divers pretty , 

i, i little presents, wrote two sonnets and one song in praise of 

ae her, (for Ned once was a bit of a poet, but it is all over now), | 

me Re walked in the park with her, went to the play with her, | 

A ea tuok her once to the Magdalen, twice to a ball, and the, 
ae yi thing was done. 
aR I will not detain you with a description of the wedding. . 
OU nai dinner, which was a good one, for I was at it; but will , 
Ho nl proceed at once to tell, you that poor Ned was caught. | 
me ta He had taken it for granted that if not of arich, Miss Nancy . 
he ! i was at least of a good family ; but he was in all this mise- 

—1 rably deceived:—her father did indeed live ip Suffolk, but . 

: ie a he was living there in a menial capacity, and had left Lone . 

ita “ ein don for debt—I had nearly written, run away; but the 
R iy ‘4 Pit lady’s mother, about whom little or nothing had ever been 
ame vid said, turned out tu be a washerwoman, who lived up2 . 
| J blind alley, in the Curtain Road! I respect a washerwo- 
ba ae | man, as such; (indeed, we bachelors are under some neces - 
, ba hh sity to do so), but I cannot extend the same respect to the 
ae a iat daughter of one, who has Jost sight of her proper situation, - 
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and made a worthy man miserable; though, upon recollec- 
tion, I doubt it was more Ned’s fault than Nancy’s They 
ase now as thoroughly unhappy as it is possible for man and 
woman to be: she isa complete slattern, except on great 


ance occasions, when she is in the very opposite extreme of 
eyes gaiety; not at all a housewife, household affairs are conse- 
that quently neglected. They have a child, which, unfortu- 


nately, has heen the means, not of making them happier, 
but more miserable; for it is a perpetual source of discord 
between them, how it shall be cloathed, fed, and educated. 
Poor Ned, spirit-broken, has become careless. of almost 


very. every thing; and I doassure you, Mr. Editor, it appears to 
pital me so very serious a matter, that I fear to look about me for 
ker’s a wife, lest I should be trapped in some way or another; at 
0ule . all events, I have made one vow on the occasion, which is, 


not to look about me for one at a ball, where, in general, 
all is glitter, deception, and insincerity. 
Now, sir, I should feel infinitely obliged to any of your fair 





retty . readers, or indeed to any of your readers, male or female, if 
e of they would, through the medium of your useful andinstruce. 
ow), tive Museum, give me a few hints how to go to wurk on 
her, this most trying occasion; and by what manners and ap- 


pearances I may be likely to know the weman who is worth 
having, from her who is unworthy of a man, anxious to con- 


ling. . fer happiness on a deserving female, as far as lays in his 
will , power. I hope some one of your correspondents will do 
ght. . this; for it seems likely else that I may wear out my’mo- 
mey dicum of life in celibacy, without leaving behind me a heir 


to perpetuate my name, or enjoy the little property I possess; 
and really, sir, that is a distressing thought. I am at pre- 
sent on the right side of forty, about five feet, nine inches 
and a half high, and can assure you I am not willing to be 
much longer 

A BACHELOR, 


*.* The Editor refers his — to the Busy Body: 
he will find an answer. 
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THE CAPTAIN'S DAUGHTER; 
OR, A 
_ JOURNAL. OF VICISSITUDES. 


Se 
PACKET III. 


, Fitzosborn Park, 11th March, 
. WHEN’TI returned to my father’s chamber, I observed 
that he had been in earnest conversation with Mr. Har- 
rington, who. now joined his persuasions to induce me to 
declare my'resolution. F know not what I answered, but, 
turning to my father, awaited his decision, ere I acquiesced 
in, or offered an objection to, the entreaties of Mr. Harring- 
ton, while tears I could net suppress fell from my eyes, and 
eonvulsive sobs proclaimed the anguish of my heart. 
My dearest child, why this apparent reluctance to com 
ply withthe wishes of your father,” said my dear parent, 
as he pressed ‘my hand with the tenderest affection; “ can 
@ temporary concealment of: your marriage either degrade 
your understanding or endanger your repose? Can you 
imagine Mr. Harrington will be less anxious than yourself 
for its disclosure?’ No, Albinia, he will be even more de 
sirows than yourself to throw aside the veil. Consent then, 
Lintreat you, my beloved girl, to place yourself beyond the 
reach of fertune’s frowns, and beyond the power of those 
misfortunes which I have frequently contemplated the pros 
pect-of with horror.” 

- My-father rightly judged, that, by such language, I' should 
not have power to act in opposition to the wishes of his 
heart.—* Oh! I will do whatever you require, or that can 
satisfy you, my father; never shall my heart reproach me 
with suffering‘ your latter moments to be rendered miser 
ble upon my account; do with me what you will, ask whal 
you please, and I will accede to whatever can, in any mal 
ner, contribute to your ease and comfort.”—“ And Heavel 


\ 
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will reward your. filial affection, my child,” replied my fa- 
ther, as he raised himself in bed, and motioned to unitemy 
bands with Mr. Harrington’s. “Take her, my friend,” 
cried: he, “ accept the sole remaining treasure of an expiring 
fellow mortal, who regards you almost equally as his child; 
and, as you cherish and protect the sacred deposit, so will 
the Almighty ruler of the universe reward you in the present 
world, and assuredly in that to come.” 

There was an impressive solemnity in my father’s tone 
of voice, an expression in his countenance, as he addressed 
himself te Mr. Harrington, of which it is impossible to cons 
vey a just idea: it was awful and striking, and, at the mo- 
ment, might make an impression on his auditor, stronger 
even than we may now imagine. Mr. Harrington appeared 
to listen with attention, and promised every thing, vowing 
eternal love and constancy, and declaring his happiness 
could only be secured by a step which would overcome 
every difficulty that might arise to impede our union, and 
he doubted not, soon to pave the way for a recall. to ‘the 
bosom of his: family. I tried to hope and to believe the 
best, but I trembled excessively, when I saw him. depart to 
prepare his friend for the performance of the ceremony. 

At a late hour in the evening, Mr. Harrington returned, 
and, having brought his friend with him, my father was 
rendered happy, by bestowimg me upon his captivating fa- 
vourite, the friend he mentioned officiating in_ the clerical 
capacity, and a confidential servant of Harrington’s (sworn 
to secresy on that occasion) witnessing the, ceremony, ‘which 
was performed with the utmost decorum and propriety. 

A suul such as your own, my friend, can alone.conceive 
the emotions which oppressed my bosom, at the conclusion 
of the marriage ceremony: overpowered by -agitation, I 
fainted; but the attentions of those around me soon re- 
stored me to recollection, when, bursting into tears, I hastily 
retired to my chamber, where I threw myself across my 
bed, in a state of dreadful agony. The tears shed relieved 
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my bursting heart, and, casting myself before the throne of 
mercy, I implored Heaven to inspire my mind with fortis 
tude, and teach me to endure my fate with calmness. The 
consciousness of having afforded satisfaction to my dying 
parent diffused a gleam of comfort, and TI felt that, in the 
performance of an act of duty, the heart is clicered by the 
certainty of doing right. 

At the end of two days, my father resigned his soul ts 
Him who gave him life, and I was left to mourn the Joss of 
one of the most indulgent and affectionate of parents 
But it willbe best to draw a veil across the awful and afflict. 
ing scene that preceded the moment of his dissolution, and 
merely state, it was such as may be easily pictured to the 
imagination—at once mournful and impressive. - Mr. Har 
rington was present, and appeared deeply affected, while, 
with ‘the tenderest expressions of sympathy and affection; 
he strove to'soothe my affliction; and my dear parent ex 
pired in the fond.and cheering hope of having secured me 
an honourable and worthy protector. 

‘ A few days after the interment of my father, Mr. Har- 
rington proposed my removal to another part of the king 
dom; alledging, that the impropriety of the continuance 
of his visits must be manifest, that the voice of censure 
would’ be roused to condemn my conduct, and my expecta 
tions must inevitably suffer. To this proposal, reluctant as 
I: felt to quit a spot endeared by many a pleasing’ recollec- 
tion, I offered no other objection than that‘oecasioned by 
the absence of the Ewbanks, to whom Mr. Harrington 
assured me he had written to acquaint them with my fa 
ther’s death ; and had received intelligence from a friend at 
Chester, to whdm, not exactly knowing Mri Ewbank’s 
address, he had enclosed his letter, that the family, instead 
of pursuing their original plan of visiting their relations in 
North Wales, had gone to Devonshire, to visit a friend, 

whom Mr: Ewbank had not seen for some years. I felt no 
surprise at this, but was astonished at the continued silence 
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of Anna, who suffered several of my letters to remain unan- 
swered, and in particular on that melancholy occasion, to 
fail in offering a.single word of consolation. 

It was requisite to arrange matters, at the cottage, in 
such manner as would give least trouble to Mr. Ewbank, on 
= his.return. I was ther only just turned of seventeen, and, 

by a request verbally made, and repeated in writing, from. 

my father to Mr Ewbank, that gentleman was appointed 
sole manager of his concerns, and trustee for the trifling 
sum that remained after his decease, 

| On examining my father’s papers and property, the value: 

was not likely to exceed a few hundred pounds, of which 

Mr, Ewbank was to have the management during my mi- 

nority, or until I married. It was necessary to acquaint 

Mr. Ewbank with my departure, and I felt also, that I 

ought, in consideration of the friendship: which subsisted: 

betwixt my deceased parent and himself, to acquaint him) 
® with my change of situation. 

At first Mr. Harrington appeared averse to my placing 
any confidence of that nature in either Mr. Ewbank or his 
daughter; but, upon reflection, he consented to acquaint 
my friends with the affair, and offered himself to write to 
Mr. Ewbank, which he did. 

My heart, my dear Mrs. M——~, was grateful, and na- 

rally affectionate; and though yet a stranger to any sen- 
iment beyond that of respect and esteem for Mr. Harring- 
on, I was resolved to make every effort to subdue-all ten-. 
ler recollections of another, and study to convince him, that 







































* I was happy, and contented with my lot: still bearing in 
bes mnind, that to afford gratification to my expiring parent, I 





had sacrificed every selfish consideration ; and in that re- 







ection experienced a soothing balm to my heart, which 2. 
istea : sense of duty strictly performed towards an affectionate’ 
mer: ather, could alone i inspire. 

riend, 





elt no a T had no acquaintances to whom it was requisite to - 
| pier any explanation on the subject of my quitting the . 


rountry, I merely stated to the few with whom I held any 
VoL, X.——N, s. 3 K 
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conversation on the subject, that, being under an engage. 
ment to visit some of my mother’s relations in Ireland, | 
should take that opportunity to pass a few months with 
them, till my health and spirits should become re. 
cruited, : 

On the morning appointed for the commencement of my 
journey, a chaise attended at the cottage door at an early | 
hour; when, after bestowing a recompence for their fide | 
lity on all my father’s late domestics, and paying each 
their stipulated hire, I entered the carriage, and bade 
adieu to an abode where I had passed the happiest of my 
days. The tears in torrents rushed from my eyes, I 
turned to také a farewell look of Langdale and its pictu- | 
‘Tesque romantic environs, the solemn gloom. of whos 
lofty boundaries, impressed my mind with awful presages 
and melancholy recollections. My tears flowed in abun 
dance, and I wept with all the bitterness of a heart sur 7 








charged with sorrows, 


IT endeavoured to tranquillize my mind, and prepare my- 7 
self for a méeting with Mr. Harrington, which took placeat | 
Lancaster, where he had waited to receive me on my arrival, | 
(baving previously quitted his northern residence, a few days [ 
ere I left the cottage). From thence we journeyed with consi 
derable expedition towards London, concluding the joumey 


‘at a sweetly-situated dwelling which he had engaged for my 


reception, in the vicinity of Richmond, where I was vel 


comed as its mistress, by my husband, whose entertaining | 


conversation, and tender cares, had beguiled the journey of [7 
‘its. length, and led my mind from melancholy recollections 
to the enjoyment of present peace, and the anticipation of 
considerable future happiness. 

Perhaps you may wonder at the change which hal 
taken place in my mind during so short a period as thi 
allotted for the performance of cur journey ; but you wil 
cease tu feel surprize, when you bestow a moment's reflee 
tion on the liveliness of imagination, and the power of th 


- emotions of the heart in youth ; that season when the lot 9% 
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of novelty, if the mind is unvitiated, unites with grati- 
tude, in leading the heart to regard the promoter of its 
~ happiness. 

Mr. Harrington’s influence over my mind became daily 
stronger, his merits seemed more conspicuous, his manners 
still more captivating, and I unquestionably began to re- 
gard him with a degree of affection, I had at first imagined 
impossible to experience for him. Of Montague Wallace 
I no longer thought, but with the calm regard of a sister; 
for I had studiously avoided giving way to recollections in- 
compatible with the duty I owed te Mr. Harrington; and, 
by recalling only instances of his untemitting solicitude ‘to 
promote my happiness, I -rested all my hopes of future 
comfort and felicity on him. I had not a single care or 
wish ungratified, save that of hearing from Anna Ewhank, 
or her father, to both of whom I had addressed myself at 
different places, in hopes some one of my letters might 
reach their hands, but I did not receive from either a single 
line to relieve my anxiety, —__ 

' Surrounded by elegancies, and with every rational and 
delightful amusement that could be devised, I had every 
instruction refined taste, and superior knowledge could be- 
stow, daily poured into my mind. Mr, Harrington was a 
proficient in music, and ‘in drawing, and took peculiar 
pleasure in correcting my performances; while he com- 
pleated my knowledge of the French and Italian languages, 
and, in a word, spared neither pains nor time to improve 
my taste. While such the perversion of sense and reason, 
in the minds of many men of rare abilities, he was cafty~~ 
ing on the farce ef dissimulation, and gratifying a short- 
lived selfish passion, at the expence of honour and inte- 
grity. 

During the six months which we passed in the neigh- 
bourhood of Richmond, our visitors were confined to one 
or two of Mr. Harrington’s particular intimates; but at 

‘the expiration of that term, we repaired to the ¢apital, and 
our guests were, in future, more numerous, and men df 
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agreeable and polighed manners, to whom I . was inti. 
ducéd under the nanie of Harrington, an treated with the 
utmost respect aid attention by each. 

.I was, at first, astonished at his temerity in risking thus 
‘a disclosure of his situation to his uncle, or any of his f 
amily’; bat my apprehensions upon ‘that score were don 
away, by his assiring me, there was nothing to dread from 
thé iniprudence of his friends, who were all of them meh 
:of the stricfest honour and integrity. ‘Besides which, his 
uncle lived in retirement in the south of Ireland, main 
‘taining no intercourse with any persons likely to betray 
‘our secret; and, as his own near connections rarely visited 
the. metropolis, there was jscaréely a probability of * 
making the discovery. 

By nature unsuspicious, and implicitly relying on wap 
ever Mr. Harrington asserted, I was satisfied with what he 
chose to assure:me. But I was unacquainted with the 
ways of mankind; and had still to learn.the pain-inspiring ~ 
knowledge, that deceit is often hid beneath a fair exterivs, | 
serving but to cover the depravity of hearts fraught with 
the basest purposes, and detestable ‘hypocrisy. 

-“'Still. weeks passed on, and not a single word of intell- 
gence reached mié of my friends, the Ewbanks; my doubts 
‘and appréhensions were becoming more painful upon that 
head ; and, at length, to ease my mind, Mr. Harrington agreel 
té send his confidential servant to the lodge, to make arrange 
ments for its resignation with the person of whom it had beet 
-hired, and make the most minute enquiries into the cau 
of my-friends’ unaccountable silence, I- again addressed 
Ania, and charged the man to deliver my letter into het 
own hands, or, if she was not at home, to get a proper di 
rection from the housekeeper at the Grove, and send it i 
whatever part of the kingdom my friend might then be in 
‘This he promised faithfully to perform, and I awaited his 
return with.indescribable impatience and anxiety. 

Again, however, I was disappointed in my hopes of 
‘heacing froth my.Anna. ,The fellow assured me he hel 
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made every possible enquiry after the family about whom 
I was so anxious; had heard they were in perfect :health ; 
had been at home for a couple of months the preceding au- 
tumn, but had returned to Devonshire to pass the winter ; 
and that, having obtained: Miss Ewbank’s address, he had 
implicitly fulfilied my commands, and sent off my letter 
inclosed in a blank cover, lest any mistake should arise 
from his altering the direction in my hand. | 

_From.the post office at Ambleside, where it had lain for 
several months, this man brought me a letter from my ma- 
ternal uncle, Mr. O’Grady, in reply to one l had addressed 
to him, on the oocasion of my father’s death. ‘hough 
couched in language which bespoke the writer to possess a 
better heart than understanding, the expressions it con- 
tained, and the offer of an asylum in his family, were 
euliarly gratifying to my feelings. ‘I replied. to it in * 
of lively gratitude, declining, @s you may suppose, my 
uncle’s ‘very ‘friendly invitation ; atid little dreaming.'f 
shoitld ever be necessitated to avail myself of his proffered 
hospitality. For I ‘was still a novice in the world; in the 
very zenith of my felicity, daily, almost hourty, rectiving 
added proofs of Harrington’s affection ; engaged in a per- 
petual round of amusement, and intetesting occupations ; 
my bosom a stranger to care. " But. permanent felicity can 
never be the lot: of mortals ; “we know not what J day 
may bring Rath" — 














— — 
‘Te-mortow’s sun shall warmer glow; 
Dimon brightersy. : ) 
_ Ah! who is ¢ ver sure, ‘ 
Though a that can the soul de 
This hour erichants the —2* sight, 
Those raptites Can éndure.” | 
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indispensable engagement with Fitzosborne, at the house 
of a neighbour, where a recent joyful event is to be cele- 
brated with festivity and rejoicing. 

Adieu, and believe me, 
Your’s, ever affectionately, 
ALBINIA FITZOSBUORNS. 








—— 
DR. JOHNSON'S OPINION on LOVE and MATRIMONY. 


- AS we had been saying one day (relates Mrs. Piozzi), that 
no subject failed of receiving dignity from the manner in 
which the Dector treated it, a lady at my house said she 
would make him talk about love, and took her measures 
accordingly, deriding the novels of the day, because they 
treated of love. “It is not,” replied the Doctor, “ because 
they treat, as you call it, aboutlove, but because they treat 
of nothing, that they are despicable. We must-not ridi · 
culé.a passion, which he who never felt never was happy, 
and he who laughs. at rever deserves to feel—a passion 
which has caused the change of empires, and the Joss of 
worlds—a passion which has inspired heroism, and sub- 
dued avarice.”—* Do not,” says he, “ forbear:.to marry a 
beautiful woman, if you can find such, out of confi- 
dence that she will be less constant than an ugly one; or 

condemn yourself to the society of coarseness and vulgs- 
rity, for fear of the expences or other damages of elegance 
aud personal charms, which beve always been acknow- 
Jedged as a positive ‘good, and for the want-of which there 
should always .be given. some weighty compensation. 1 
have, however,” continues Dr: Johnson, “ seen some pru- 
dent fellows, who forbore to connect themselyes with 
beauty, lest coquetry should be near; and with wit or birth, 
lest insolence should lurk behind them, till they have been 
forced by their discretion to linger life away in — 
stupidity, and count the moments by remembrance of 

pain, instead of enjoyment of pleasure.” 


> - 
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THE LITERARY SPY. 


The Lower World, by Mr. Pratt, price 68. pp. 148. 


THE idea of this poem was suggested by Lord Erskine’s 
Bill for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals, 

Is is divided into four books, and commences. with an 
apostrophe (so the argument tells us, for we cannot discover 
— Ai Fa gO ‘of the bill—it regrets that 
law 


“ Unto pure human pity ne’er extends—” 
— And who can paint the horror that prevails 
Where law controuls not, and where reason fails?” 


After painting in dark colours the cruelties which are 
but too frequently inflicted on the hrute creation, and as- 
serting their claim to the protection of mankind,4t con- 
cludes with introducing a deputation of animals to the 
houses of parliament, and appeals to the legislators ; 


—“ Who guard a generous people's rights, 
In whom strong wisdom, with strong power, unites ; 
Ye chosen guardians of a smiling land, 
To whom an empire delegates command : 
Patrons, protectors of her awful laws, 
Rise ye to aid Compassion’s sacred cause ; 
Your's of the Higher World, the highest place, 
Ah! look with pity on a hapless race, 
Thrown on the rage or mercy of mankind, 
A tower of strength in'you they yet may find, 
‘Think that you see the desolated throng, bya! 
Cover’d with stripes, and many a bleeding wrong ; 
Think that you see the Suppliants at your feet, 
And hear the pang-extorited moan and bleat; . 
‘Think you behold them congregating round, 
Dragging their ruins gear your hallow'd ground. 
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Think that they raise to you th’ imploring eye, 

The piteous look, deep wound, and piercing cry ; 

Victims of wanton pridé and deadly tage, 

O let them a!l your eloquence engage ; 

The hard of heart, a moral sense to teach, 

Image them gifted with the powers of speech ; 

Think that, in VERITY, just Heav'n bestows 

A human voice to tell inhuman woes ; 

Sublim’d awhile their Nature to your own, ~ ' 

» Think that you hear them plead from Reason’s throne? 


© then, at length the saving code impart,. 
*Tis your's to frame this statute of the heart, 
This be youR law--TO MAKE EACH TYRANT KNOW, 
THE WOE HE GIVES SHALL BE RETURN'd BY WOE. 


We give Mr. Pratt credit for his good ‘intention in pub- 
lishing this poem, to which he was probably urged by * 
feelings ; but they-sometimes sink into aſſectation, as 
the folJowing description of the ox ;— 


“‘ From the fall pasture’ which thy avarice gave, 
Summon’d to slanghter, lo! yon pamper’d slave 
The Ox comes forth to yield for thee his life, 

To the uplifted axe, and rathless knife ; | 

Yet e’en to Death compell’d im haste to go, — 

By stripes tormented, ere he meets the blow. 

Why on his reeking side that searching lash? 

Why in his way-swoll'n heel, that bleeding , +e 
Why, near the public mart, arriv’d at length : 
—With fever'd frame, and with exhausted strength— 
Why must he pass, by thirst and hunger press’d, 

His last sad Sabbath, but no day of rest? 


— view him on the spot long stain’d vy pow, | 
Sad monument of: England's darkest hour ; . 


Where hecatombs of human victims bled, 
As bigot rage the sanguine edict spread; 
While fatal zeal usurp’d religion's name— 
Dire scene! devoted still to England’s shamé ; 
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The fell banditti there each other meet, 

For the BRUTE-DEMON there has fix’d his seat ; 
And tho’ for mercy England has a tear; - 

A hand, a heart, the demon riots there.” 


Now, the author must certainly be aware, that it can-make 
little difference to oxen whether they dre fatted for eating er 
avarice, the ave and ruthless knife are expressions which 
only mean, that beef, before it can be eaten, must be 
killed. But we cannot account for the terms BrutE-pemon 
and banditti; the first we o not understand, the next is a 
falsity. 

But, notwithstanding * author’s deprecation of cruelty, 
he appears, in one instance, to have forgotten his text ; he 
says, the lower world has oft - 


— the — touen, the poers strain. 
Ardent alike the pen and peheil try, 


Which most shall charm the heart, or lure thie eye;.. 
Their varied hués and thrilling nunibers move)’ . i 


And oli 6 hase M⸗ pagan doth 


On painted banks there sleeps the — dem, 
And close beside her stands the pictur’d lamb ; 
Here stretch'd at large the pamper’d ox is seen, 
Pastur’d in meadows of Parnassian green ; 
There bolder sketch'd the spirit-breathing steed, 
Like some proud courser of ethereal breed, 
Seems now to rest upon the canvass plain, 

Now triumphs in the verse, and spurns the rein, 
Reposing soft upon his master's knee 

Caress’d, caressing, there the dog we see, 

In hopes to gain his lord's society, 

He watches now each motion of the eye, 
Consults the history of the monarch face, 

And leaps with joy when partner of the chase. 
With rapture wild, yet passive to command, 
Next view him bounding o'ér the dewy land; 





* — ——— 
—————— — —— 
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The master seems the servant's bliss to share, 
And mingled music fills the vocal air ; 

As in yon group they join the hunter train, 
Skirting the copse, and scattering o'er the plain. 


Mr. Pratt seems, however, willing to allow, that too 
great fondness may be shewn to brutes, for 


——“ Some there are, who verging on excess, 

For softness form’d, solicitous to bless, 
May feel a patron’s, parent’s, anxious fear, 
And of the LoweR woRLp too fond appear. 
Perchance some kind affection, pure and true, 
‘As ere the gen’rous breast of woman knew, 
In youth's impressive morning, might invade 
The earliest hope of the affianc’d maid ; 
The cherish’d feelings of the plighted heart, 
On some new image must transfer a part. 
Or baply, offspring wish’d, but wish’d iu vain, 
They seek some object that may soothe the pain. 
Love, tho’ a despot, ne’er can rcign alone, 
But asks some tender partner of his throne. 

Te ae Fae ee 
And tho’ less cherish’d ‘than the former flame, 
Differing as much in Natare as in name ; 
A-favourite of the feline, canine race, 
Of grove, mead, garden, may our thoughts embrace © 
A feather’d friend, a chosen flower, may prove 
Gilead's sweet balm to disappointed love. 


This fondness for tabbies and lap dogs, which is very 
common, is reprehended in very gentle terms; this is in 
excess, says Mr. P. but the conduct of the Arab to his horse 
is the proper example to follow: he 


“« Feeds at his board, reposes in his tent ; 
Confides, yet ne'er finds reason to repent, 
The wife, the children, trusted to his love, 
The generous Slave seems half afraid to move. 
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See on his glossy back the infants lay, 

Or, with his awful tresses harmless play ; 

The lightest touch restrains,. or urges speed ; 
Are England's coursers a less generous breed ? 
Ah! no; already this the Muse has shown ; 
Then on Arabian model form thy: own.” 











The wild Irish have already done this, says the autLor: 
of ‘My Pocket Buok;’ pigs and cows have been in- 
troduced to their mud cabin and table ; but having once 
got into place, they will neither be turned out nor resign— 
and why should they ?—for Mr. Pratt, their advocate, ap- 
pears to doubt, whether @ pig or a man be the superior 
animal: 





“ Perchance—for who thé ways of heaven may scan? 
The brutes superior being may be man.” 


Fie! The Bible, or Buffon, which Mr. P. appears to have 
read, could easily solve this perchance. 
We know not why the following lines are printed in ca- 


pitals, unless it is to point out their resemblance to the te- 
dious repetitions of the law: 






“ THAT BIRD, BEAST, INSECT, LIKE HIMSELF CAN FEEL.” 
“BIRD, BEAST, FISH, INSECT, TREMBLE ROUND HIS THRONE.” 
“TO BIRD, BEAST, MAN, LET JUSTICE BE THY RULE.” 


They are, perhaps, intended to signify—capital poetry, 
which we cannot think it is—nor that spur and war, eye 
and tyranny, are rhymes, whatever birth and birth, may 





But enough, Mr. Pratt has bid his farewell to the publie; 
and ‘ 





“ Time prepares his sweeping scythe to briag, 
And cover with lis own, the poet's wing.” 
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Contes a ma Fille, par J. N. Bouilly, 2 vols. price 75. pp. 457. 
Colburn. 


THIS book, which we have not entirely perused, pose 
sesses some merit, and a few faults; the latter may be at- 
tributed to the taste of the nation ia which it was pro- 
duced; it, in many instances, displays the flutter and tar- 
nished tinsel of the great nation. Umm essary as it is to 
publish such volumes, while we have an “Edgeworth, a 
Trimmer, and others, in our own country, our praise is 
no less due to those even of a rival kit 3¢ om, who strive, 
by improving the rising generation, to render mankind 
more happy. — 

Several of the tales possess interest, 
as exercises in the French language (as t 
words in general use at Paris, not known in England) ex- 
clusive of the moral which each general yi inculeates, But 
we think that the author will, in y respects, fail in his 
intended purpose. Youth is to be corrected by admonition, 
and hatdly ever will public exposure. effect any reform, or, 
at least, it will be attended by sueh cirey Mstances, that in 
rooting out ene vice or error, another, an “perhaps a more 


























d will be useful 
ey contain may 


he parties are ex 
d the sarcasm of 
‘Must be a violent 


Le Journal des Modes, Le Sansonnet, & 
posed to the derision of their friends 
the public; this, to an ingenucus mind,’ 
remedy, and to one of an irritable dispasition, must leave 
behind a rankling hatred. Perhaps, the pettiness’ of the 
stra'agems may be thought to prevent this; but it should 
be remembered, that to the little, small things are of con- 
sequence. 

This work is intended for schools, but is, for several 
reasons, not well calculated for them; it is in two volumes, 
when it might be very easily compressed into one; the 
price is too great, and it is very incorrectly printed. 
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LITERARY INTELLIGENCE. 


— — * 


THE Letters of the late Anna Seward, written between 
the years 1784 and 1807, selected by herself, and bequeath- 
ed to Mr. Constable for publication, will, we understand, 
appear early in Janu: wry, comprising six volumes, most 
beautifully printed, im post octavo. The epistolary cor- 

ninent persons forms a species of publi- 
enerally acceptable of any other. 
factets in that point of view under 

w them, in their familiar and 

ving in a sphere, and under 
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liable. Being generally surreptitious ar posthumous, they 
waut the sanction and controul of the author; and pub- 
lishers, eager only to gratify the general avidity for such 
compositions, swell their volumes with materials which 
are neither edifyimg to the public, not honourable to the 
mem the writer. But, in the present mstance, there 

can bolic ooe for any such irregularity; all the letters, 
now to be published, having been carefully selected, and 
deliberately bequeathed, by Miss Seward herself, for pub- 
lication. 








Mr. Bloomfield, author of the “Farmer’s Boy,” &c, is 
now preparing a volume of poems for the press. 





Cabinet of — 
WITH ELEGANTLY couournp PLATES. 


Fig. 1A full dress of — crape over white 
satin, the bottom,.hesem, and sleeves trimmed with a van- 
dykeborder of thread lace; an amber velvet hat, with 
white dptrich feathers and — Same — — and 
shoes. 

Fig. 2.—A round high —B——— with 
a deep full-trimmed collar; a Swedish eeat of French grey 
cloth, trimmed with a white swansdown trimming, fastened 
in front with a pearl broach; clasps te correspond for the 
waist; a traveller’s hat of black or grey velvet, trimmed 
with swansdown ; half boots of grey cloth, laced and bound 
with black velvet; Chinese ridicule. of grey satin; gold 
¢>e glass and chain ; buff gloves. 











THE 


APOLLONIAN WREATH. 


DOCTOR MONRO, 


FROM JAMES HOGG'’S MOUNTAIN BARD. 


Tune——‘ Humours o’ Glen,’ 


“ EAR Dector, be clever, and fling. off your beaver ; 
Come bleed me, and blister me, do not be slow : 
I'm sick, I’m exhausted, my schemes they are blasted, 
And all drivem heels o’er head, Doctor Monro,” 
“ Be patient, dear fellow, you foster your fever ; 
Pray what's the misfortune that bothers you so ?” 
“Q, Doctor! I’m ruin’d! I’m ruin'd for ever! 
My lass has forsaken me, Doctor Monro. | 


I meant to have married, and tasted the pleasures, 
The sweets, the enjoyments in wedlock that flow ; 

But she’s ta'en another, and broken my measares, 
And fairly confoomded me, Doctor Monro.” 

“ Pll bleed and I'l! blister you, over and over ; 
IU master your malady ere that I go : 

Bat raise up your head from below the bed cover, 
And give some attention to Doctor Monro. 
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If Christy had wed you, she would have misled you, 
And laugh d at your love with some handsome young beau. 
Her conduct will prove it; but how would you love it? 
*¢ T soon would have lam’d her, dear Doctor Monro.” 
“ Each year brings a pretty young son, or a daughter ; 
Perhaps you're the father ; but how shall you know ? 
You hug them—her gallant is bursting with laughter’— 
“ That thonght’s like to murder me, Doctor Monro.” 


« The boys cost you many a penny and shilling ; 
You breed them with pleasure, with trouble, and woe : 
But one turns a rake, and another a villain.” — 
“ My heart could got bear it; dear Doctor Monro.” 
“ The lasses are comely, and dear to your bosom ; 
But virtue and beauty has many a foe! 
O think what may happen, just nipt in their blossom!” 
“ Ah! merciful Heaven! cease, Doctor Monro. 


Dear Doctor, I'll thank you to hand me my breeches : 
I'm better; I’ drink with you ere that you go ; 
I'll never more sicken for women or riches, 
But love my relations, and Doctor Monro. 
1 plainly perceive, were I wedded to Christy, 
- My peace and my pleasures I needs must forego.” 
He still lives a bachelor; drinks when he’s thirsty ; 
And sings like a lark, and loves Doctor Monro. 





— — — —— —— 
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FAITH, HOPE, AND CHARITY. 


FAITH like the Bethlehem Star may guide mankind, 
And beam her radiance o’er the human mind, 

Repel each doubt that shades with black controul, 
Avert despair, and cheer the fainting soul ; 
May firmly plant a reverential trust 

In some great awful pow’r, supreme as just, 
Who view’s creation with omniscient eyes, 

And 1ound whose throne, eternal ’mid the skies, 
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Wisdom and glorious strength divinely blend, 

And boundless mercy that shall never end— 

FAITH, while as journeying sad, we tread below, 

May lift our thoughts above this waste of woe, 

And boldly flutt'ring on exalted plume, 

Point up to realms, far, far beyond the tomb ! 


Hore fondly glancing through the dark abyss, 
May deck those worlds in all the charms of bliss, 


And, tracing out the captivating scene, 

May tell in whispers soft, and smiles serene, 
Such shall be our’s when transient life is o'er, 
And the warm vital pulse can throb no more— 
May sweetly promise to the anxious breast 
Seraphic peace, and everlasting rest ! 








But stops Salvation here ?—Ah! what avails 
FaitH’s lacid dawn, or Hope’s énchanting tales, 
If fleeting life glides on devoid of thee, 

Spirit of heaven, benignant Caarity ft 

Where thy angelic virtues hold not reign, 

Where thou art absent, Faith shall gleam in vain ; 
Like ewning meteors, burn with useless light, 
And like those gilded meteors—set in Night / 


Hope too shall perish, like a broken reed, 
When the bleak north-wind sweeps the verdant mead ; 
Shall sink abash’d, and stripp’d.of all her wiles, 
Her tinsel flatt’ry, and her treach’rous smiles, 
Shall prove, at last, a false delusive theme, 
An airy phantom, and an idle dream! 





Oscar. 
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SONNET. 


QUEEN of the Heav’ns.! how thro’ the silent night, 
While hush’d to rest all nature sleeps serene, 
Breaks the full splendor of thy tranquil light 
On the soft grandeur of the sylvan scene. 


Creation slumbers in a deathful trance ; 

Save where sweet murm'ring flows the limpid stream, 
From their green bed the curling waters dance 

In the pale lustre of thy silv’ry beam. 


Oh! while my uplift’ adorative eyes 
Gaze on the starry vault illam’d by thee, 
Tir'd of the earth, and panting for the skies, 
My soaring spirit struggles to get free; 
Views yon bright realms with rapture’s holy tear, 
And seems to claim them as her native sphere. 


Oscar, 
— — 


SONNET. 


MARK the fond mother, as her anxious eyes 
O’er her sick babe with care incessant rove ; 

Mark the big tear, the bosom-rending sighs, 
And dread forebodings of maternal love ; 


And say what pow’r can stem the ruthless tide 
Of grief that labours in her tortur’d breast ? 
Or bid the tempest into peace subside, 
Hush all her fears, and sooth her into rest? 


*Tis thine, meek Resignation! thine alone - 
To check her sorrows in their wildest flow ; 
To lull each care, repress each struggling groan, 
And mingle comfort with the draught of woe! 
To calm the soul by frantic passions driv’n, 
_And raise the weeping eye from earth to heav’a ! 


ALPHONSO. 
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ETERNITY ! as from the rock of time 

I view thy noiseless ‘waves majestic roll, 
What awful wonder, and what dread sublime, 
Steal on the pensive silence of my soul! 










































Yet while around Igaze with mournful eyes, 

By gloomy doubts and anxious fears opprest ; : 
Hope—like a seraph bending from the skies, 
Calms the rude terrors of my throbbing breast. 






Qh! when my soul directs her trembling flight 
To the dark confines of thy boundless shore ; 
When the wide world recedes before my sight, 
And all its glitt’ring splendors charm no more, 
In peaceful course may my frail vessel bound 
O’er the dread billows of thy vast profound ! 


ALPHONSO. 
— RAI eo 


THE CONTRAST. 


BY MR. A. OLIVER. 


“ COME, let us to yon arbour go ,” 
I once to lovely Anna said, 
“ Where golden fruits enrich the bough, 

And fragrant flow’rs adorn the shade. 


“ And as we mark th’ expanding flow’r, 
Where orient colours blend and part, 
Confess the works of sov’reign pow’r, 
Surpass, by far, the works of art.” i 





She smil’d assent—in smiles array’d, 
Compliance gives increas’d delight ; f 
I caught her snowy hand, and led b 
To where the flow’rs and fruits invite. 








+ oh, a ee, ne 
— — — — — — 
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We gain’d the bow’r; enchanting scene, 
By nature’s sacred ‘hand : attir’d ; 
The purple dye, ‘th’ énliviitty' green, 
And ev'ry natheléss ‘tint adihir’d. 
































But soon—fair beauty of ‘the iow'r— 
A lily, Anna’s notice gains ; 

“ Oh, see!” she eried, and torich’d ‘the flow’r, 
“ See where the-pride of Flora reigns. 


“< In robes of purest white ’tis drest, 

Sure never substance shone so fair——” 
I plac’d th’ usurper on her breast, 

And, lo !—it lost ‘its whiteness there ! 


Greatham, 1810. 


— 


SONNET. 


AUTHOR UNENOWN-——SEE MEASURE FOR MEASURE, 
ACT IV. SCENE I. 


TAKE, oh! take those lips away, 
That so sweetly were forsworn ; 

And those eyes, the break of day, 
Lights that do mislead the morn ; 

But my kisses bring again, 

Seals of love, but seal'd in vain. 


Hide, Oh! hide those hills of snow, 
Which thy frozen bosom bears, 
On whose tops'the pinks that grow, 
Are of those that Apri! wears; 

But first set my poor heart free, 
Bound in those icy chains by thee. 
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LINES 


WRITTEN ON THE PROSPECT OF LEAVING ENGLAND FOR 
BENGAL IN THE EAST INDIES. 






ALBION, adieu! along, a last adieu! 
Dear native land; we meet, perhaps, no more ; 
And, sadly pensive, I my course pursue, 

To where the sacred Ganges bathes the Indian shore. 





— an ~~ ese: 






Yet, tho’ to me thy blooming vales are dear, ; 

Tho’ British feelings struggle in my breast, 
Is it for thee I shed this burning tear? 
For thee my flutt'ring heart thus sighs for rest ? 






Ah, no! for whilst I seek yon orient plain, 
Where torrid suns prolong the radiant day, 
Do I not tread in honour’s sacred train? 

And does not glory, beck’ning, point the way? | 


Whence then this tear, soft trembling in my eye, 

Where erst the fires of youth exulting play’d? 
These folded arms? this fev’rish glow? and why, 
So lone and sad, woo I yon silent shade ? 






Celia! ’tis love has taught my soul to mourn, 

Has giv’n to sadness many a youthful hour: 
Yet not for kingdoms would I root the thorn, 
Unconscious planted with so sweet a flow’r. 1 


O, hope! sweet soother of the sick’ning soul ! 
Illume the path where’er my footsteps roam, 

Bid thro’ my bosom each fair vision roll, 

And, smiling, point to Celia, happiness, and home. 


November » 1808, C A a 
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LINES, 


WRITTEN AFTER READING SOUTHEY’S REMAINS OF 
MENRY KIRKE WHITE. 
/ 


THY living worth it was not mine to prize, 

I heard not of thee till thy star had set ; : 
But, dead, I give thee tears, poor youth, and sighs, 

And thoughts of tender, mournful, keen, regret! 
And I do say, within my very heart 

Resolving, some sear, murky, autumn day, 
When spirits less congenial hold apart, 

A sorrowing pilgrim, to thy grave I'll stray, 
And hang my humble meed of poésy 

Upon thy sainted tomb, and worship thee--- 
*Twere weak, alas! and idly vain for thee! 

Thine ear now only lists to minstrelsy. 
Pzan’d by cherub quires! But to me, 

*T would be some little sweet to breathe an air 
Of melancholy, and, half-murmuring, cry 

Great God! the wicked live--the virtuous mourn and die! 


sia ns Aire ei — : 
= i a ese ase mania a haath PTO mete crs te a an renot anmanst sc siti ht yg tp gor 4 


And thou, his Mother, on whose fost'ring breast 

Were cradled his first cares; whose after love 
(Ah! in such holy love be childhood blest, 

For ever blest,) his mental wants supplied--- 
Whose better hopes, and sense more quick, confest 
His dawning genius, and its high behest, 

Aye, in lone glory, cheyish’d---thee I hail! 

Not with the selfish, worldly mass, who move 

In mincing measures, only with the gale 
Of prosperous fame; but when low sinks thy heart 
In dark and silent solitude, apart, 

Deep mourning him who is not ; in thy wail 
O then my spirit joins---my tears they flow, 

And I do almost drink thy cup of woe! 


Stockton upon Tees. 
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THE VIOLET. 


RY WALTER sCoTT. 






THE violet, in her green-wood bower, 
Where birchen boughs with bazles mingle, 

May boast itself the fairest flower 

In glen, or copse, or forest dingle. 






Though fair her gems of azure hue, 

c Beneath the dew-drop's weight reclining ; 
I’ve seen an eye of lovelier blue, 

More sweet through wat’ry lustre shining. 






The summer sun that dew shail dry, 

Ere yet the day be past its morrow; 
Nor longer in my false love’s eye, | 
Remain’d the tear of parting sorrow. 


English Minstrelsy. 
— EB - 


LOVE. 


BY R. SOUTHEY. 


‘THEY sin who tell us Love can die. 
With life all other passions fly, 

All others are but vanity. 

In heaven ambition cannot dwell, 
Nor avarice in the vaults of hell. 
Earthly these passions, as of eartia, 
They perish where they have their birth. 
But Love is indestructible ; 

Its holy flame for ever burneth, 

¥rom heaven it came, to heaven returneth; 
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Too oft on earth a troubled guest, 

At times deceived, at times opprest, 

It here is tried and purified, 

And hath in heaven its perfect rest ; 
It soweth here with toil and care, 

But the harvest-time of Love is there. 
Oh! when a mother meets on high 

The babe she lost in infancy, 

Hath she not then, for pains and fears, 
The day of woe, the anxious night, ~— 
For all her sorrow, all her tears, 

An over-payment of delight! 


.*% 


English Minstrelsy. 





SOLUTION TO'THE ENIGMA IN OUR LAST, 
Light. 








NOTES TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


THE first part of ** The Journey” is received: the editor requests W. Rv 
to forward the remainder as soon as he conveniently can. 

J. M. L.’s last communication we must decline inserting—he is not 0 
happy in blank verse as in poetry, which will always be acceptable. 

The solution to the enigma is too long. 

N. Fraisinet is under consideration. ‘ 

The papers for which Mrs. T. has written, were never in the editor's por 
session : the printer, with whom they were:Jeft, has ‘unfortunately mislaid 
them. 

Oscar’s second sonnet will be inserted in our next. 

We have received a printed advertisement of a Seminary for the instruce 
tion of young ladies as good housewives. We are at a loss to imagine with 
what intention it was printed ; if as a hoax, it has failed ; if as a satire, it 
wants point ; but if seriously intended, we must commend it, though the 
art of “ milking cows and feeding pigs,” are accomplishments which may 
generally be dispensed with. 
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